him about it, and he answered that he was not 1 simpleton I took him for. In fact, he admitted, he h never been able to see anything in the old-fashior faith. It was all well enough for unintelligent, i emancipated people, but he was a modern man. 1 profession of enlightenment could have furnished : with lessons in blasphemy. But when I invited him accompany me to a lecture on a Sunday evening he ti me that he was too tired and that he needed rccreatii It was as impossible now to get him interested in radic ism as when he had landed. The ancient faith i gone, but nothing had come to take its place.
All the same, it was Harry who brought me my 0 and most successful proselyte. For it was through h that I met my excellent friend Esther. Harry had sooner got a job and opened a bank account and sett! down to his place in the American scheme of existei than he invested his surplus income in some firat-cli clothes and furnishings and plunged into the. sac whirl. Unb'ke myself, he regularly attended M Segal's salon and sought out the moat desirable peop He saw that with bis knowledge of Italian it would i take him long to have a shop of his own, and he v frankly looking about for a fgeiitle partner to share future prosperity with him. On a Sunday afternoon soon as his store was closed he would hurry home a clean up and get into his best ahoes and neckwear, to i nothing of suits, and bolt forth on hi.s round of ca
irot impossible for him to go to daily services. After a time he openly began to smoke cigarettes on the Sabbath. I asked
